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Dr. Bernard Brookes is a clinical psychologist, author, filmmaker, and systems thinker whose
work explores how human beings create meaning in an age increasingly shaped by technology
and complex institutions.

Born in St. Kitts and raised from age twelve in New York, he learned early that identity — and
even belonging — is often something we choose rather than merely inherit. That experience
continues to inform his writing on faith, work, migration, and human flourishing.

Brookes holds a Ph.D. in Clinical Psychology from Boston University and spent much of his
career as CEO of BHM International, a healthcare provider and consulting firm, studying how
individuals and institutions shape one another under pressure. That same question — how
people build the internal and external structures they live by — now runs through his creative
work.

He is the author of I Am With You Always, an early work on faith in the modern world, and
four subsequent books published under his imprint, The Human Algorithm: The Committee in
Your Mind (literary short stories on the architecture of internal decision-making), The Soul in
The Machine (technology criticism on how digital systems shape attention and selfhood), The
Feed and the Garden (linked literary fiction), and Belonging and Becoming (a novel on
migration and identity).

Beyond his books, Brookes produces a growing body of transmedia work: a serialized fiction
project, a short-film practice with work in festival circulation, and a documentary in production
exploring a single life across three movements — childhood, working adulthood, and old age.
A lifelong flutist, he believes music reaches dimensions of experience that analysis alone
cannot, and often folds his own playing into his film and video work. Across all of his work runs
a single question: what does it mean not simply to exist, but to become fully human?



Choosing North
DR. BERNARD BROOKES

I was twelve years old when I chose a country. Not the one I was born in—Saint Kitts, located
in the eastern Caribbean Sea, gave me my roots without asking—but the other one I would
spend the next fifty years growing into. New York was not inherited. It was decided for me,
and then decided again on harder days, when it would have been much easier to just drift back
toward what felt more familial or automatic.

That is the model, or thought, that I keep coming back to when people ask why I believe in
God. We often think belief is something we were given, like a birthplace or a family name. But
the convictions that endure are not merely inherited. They are chosen, and re-chosen,
whenever life invites us to re-orient ourselves again.

What finally convinced me that God existed, was not an argument. It was noticing a habit of
reality.

Left to itself, the universe keeps finding ways to become more than noise. Galaxies gather
from clouds of gas. Living cells organize into organisms. Our minds assemble scattered
experience into stories. Across cultures, people who share neither language nor theology
describe remarkably similar experiences of awe, transcendence, compassion, and surrender.
Different maps, perhaps—but often the same terrain.

As a clinical psychologist, I have spent much of my career watching how human beings make
decisions. I have become less interested in what people say they believe than in what quietly
organizes their lives. Every life orients itself toward something. Every heart has its true north,
whether it has been consciously chosen or not.

I do not take any of this as proof. Proof belongs to things we can measure, dissect, and place
under glass. I take it as evidence—the way a compass needle swinging north is evidence of a
magnetic field long before anyone understands magnetism. The magnetic field does not require
belief to exist. It is simply there, providing a fixed point of reference, to help show you the
way.

The same universe that gathers stars into galaxies also seems to gather our inner lives toward
meaning. We experience that larger order not only above us but within us. What we call
conscience, wonder, love, beauty, or truth may be different ways of describing our participation
in that deeper reality.

Over the years, I have become less interested in defending a particular map than in
understanding why human beings, across centuries and civilizations, keep discovering the
same landscape. Theology usually comes afterward. Experience often comes first—the quiet
recognition that life continually invites us toward meaning rather than randomness,
relationship rather than isolation, creation rather than mere survival.

Whether we call that reality “"God” is ultimately a question of language. Whether we choose to
orient our lives toward it is a question of how we decide to live.

Like citizenship, it's not a choice we customarily make only once.

It's a direction we choose again tomorrow.



